THE TRENCH                            John

Lehmann

YEARS passed for him like movements of a spade
Digging a deeper trench than gaped before,
And he the driven coolie sweating made
Himself the captive. Once he travelled roads
That led to apple cheeks and lovers5 shade
And roads to parliaments, the roar of crowds,
A news reel name and certain voice obeyed
By millions mesmerised. But always fear
In the last mile assaulted, and displayed
The sudden trench to trap him: just so far
Each time he stepped, no further, though he prayed
For heart to leap with all the quacks and creeds,
Frustrated on the hither side he stayed.
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